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The Cries of London. 

Had I but a genius kind, ^ ^ 

As chat Apolio gives thy nund J 

A talle lb apt, fo odd, (o hngle. 

As thine, for ever on the jingle ; 

Hence Ihould it be the Mule’s care 
To ling thee and thy wooden ware : 

But ted me who can vie with thee 
In the iweet walk of poetry ? 

Thy mighty power’s fb great at 
rhyming, , 

Whate’er we hiy, thou fure wilt 
chime in, 

While with thy ware, Hill llowly 
poking ^ 

About the Streets, thou’rt ever joking. 
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